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T ITHY do you try to persuade me 
YY against my will?" remon- 
strated the fair and statuesque 
Eleanor, as she stood dreamily gaz- 
ing out of the long drawing-room 
window. *' There is so much time, 
and really Karl and Count von Stein 
are both equally agreeable to me." 

The Countess Marsanac, a large, 
portly woman, carrying herself and 
her sixty years well, snapped her 
hand-i)ainted fan irritably, and then 
these words: 

^^ Hal you did not speak so a few 

weeks ago, Eleanor. You saw much 

to commend in poor Plexus then. It 

9 
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was Earl this, and Earl that, all day 
long; but at that time, my dear, the 
gashing Von Stein had not yet come 
— ^had he ? The Count' s flowers, the 
Count's compliments, were as yet 
unknown quantities to you. Pah! 
in my days girls were not so fickle." 

Eleanor (a perfect type of GFerman 
beauty — ^the kind which combines 
the light hair, the blue eyes, the 
florid complexion, and the well- 
rounded figure) had lived with her 
aunt, the Countess, since she was a 
mere child, having been deprived of 
both mother and father at an early 
stage of babyhood. The Countess 
and Eleanor's mother had married 
brothers, both Frenchmen, and hence 
Eleanor's name was also Marsanac. 

Just now there was a troubled 
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look in those soft eyes as the girl 
answered none the less calmly: 
'^Be not so angry with me, Aunt, 

and call me not fickle. I shall decide 
soon enough." 

The old lady leaned back on her 
comfortable sofa, and puflfed hotly: 

''Soon — yes, you must indeed de- 
cide soon! Remember the date of 
the party approaches. Let me see, 
it is about three weeks from to-day, 
is it not ? Your twenty-first birthday 
will be appropriately celebrated; but 
the event must have a still further 
significance. On that night the an- 
nouncement of your engagement to 
Plexus should be made. Don't you 
see that the occasion will be the more 
interesting ? Surely you don't wish 
the guests to leave saying that Miss 
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Maxsanac's twenty-first birthday is 
thus remembered to hide the fact 
that she is really twenty-two or 
three, and still on the shelf?" she 
wound up fretfully. 

And so it went on: the old woman 
chiding the young one about both 
her lovers in the vain hope of getting 
something coherent out of her con- 
cerning either one. 

All had run smoothly enough in 
the Marsanac household until that 
exquisite youth, Count Ferdinand 
von Stein, had appeared on the scene 
to disturb the quietly progressing 
love-making of Eleanor and her 
handsome swain, the swarthy Baron 
Plexus. 

It was not that the maid had alto* 
gether ceased to care for her old and 
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tried lover as soon as the new snitor 
arrived, but that by degrees she be- 
gan to care for him slightly the less. 
Now she was compelled to divide 
her attention between the two, and 
soon discovered, what other girls 
had discovered before her, that she 
had merely allowed Plexus to whis- 
per sweet nothings in her willing ear 
because he was the most agreeable 
man of her limited acquaintance. 
She was young, and when Von Stein 
worked himself into her good graces 
she detected in him still another 
equally courtly and gallant. 

One day the Countess came to her 
room with the suggestion that she 
make ready for a ride on horseback, 
adding that either Plexus or Yon 
Stein (both of whom were in the 
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hoase at the time) would be only too 
pleased to accompany her — to which 
Eleanor replied that she would cer- 
tainly like to go, but that it was a 
matter of indifference to her with 
whom she rode. Then her aunt had 
opened wide her eyes, and asked 
guardedly if the Baron had offended 
her, whereupon Eleanor had said: 
*' Not at all." But the episode had 
made the girl conscious of one thing, 
namely, that at least her interest 
centered no more in Plexus than it 
did in Von Stein. 

She was not aware that it would 
take some time to discover that 
whereas her liking for the Baron had 
been due to his intrinsic worth, the 
Count had gained his footing by a 
certain effusiveness (only too natural 
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with him) which took the shape of 
paying two compliments where her 
old lover was satisfied with paying 
one; and presenting her with huge 
bouquets of flowers, morning and 
evening, while Plexus contented 
himself with a smaller floral offering 
once a day. 

More affected in his manner and 
dress, more grandiloquent in his 
speech, he nevertheless fascinated 
Eleanor, who as yet could not per- 
ceive "the superficiality of it all," 
as her aunt would say. 

After the reported conversation 
with the Countess, Eleanor sought 
her bedroom. It was one of the 
prettiest rooms in the Chateau — 
overlooking, as it did, a small lake 
(girdled in willows) from one win- 



16 tE^t Duel 

dow, and a rose-garden (a very fine 
one) from the other. Here, to this 
delightful and peaceful haven, sur- 
rounded by all her maiden belong- 
ings, she would come on troublous 
occasions (not that there had been 
many in her lifetime); and this being 
one, here she must needs come to- 
night to solve the hardest problem 
with which she had ever been con- 
fronted — ^the knotty problem of se- 
lecting a husband — of choosing be- 
tween Plexus and Von Stein. 

She sat down, and lightly stamped 
her dainty foot. What did she want 
with a husband just yet, anyway? 
As she had told her aunt, there was 
time — aplenty of time! To be sure, it 
would be nice to own a ch&teau all 
to herself; but after all, could a 
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dozen ch&teanx compensate for hay- 
ing to leave this grateful atmosphere, 
now redolent with the perfume of 
roses ? Oh, it would be much nicer 
to remain single for a space I Why 
should her aunt, whom she loved 
like a mother, wish to marry her oflf 
in this heartless fashion? The an- 
swer was too obvious; because the 
questioner had reached an eminently 
marriageable age. 

Eleanor looked very lovely, as she 
sat there, before the mirror, in semi- 
undress, toying with her loosened 
flaxen braids; and her ** double" in 
the glass looked very lovely too. 

Presently she began to feel drowsy, 
and went to bed — ^neither Plexus nor 
Yon Stein having gone up one jot in 
her estimation that night. 



n 

FEXUS and Von Stein were both 
men of means and good social 
standing, the only difference in their 
relative positions at present being 
that the Baron already owned his 
estates, having inherited them on 
his father's death two years before, 
while the Count was as yet in the 
position of waiting for **dead men's 
shoes." Ferdinand von Stein was, 
however, better off in his own right, 
— ^tho this fact did not increase the 
old lady's liking for him. 

He had for the last year been 
traveling in the Fatherland, seeing 
the sights, coming at last quite by 
chance upon the town of Rastadt. 
The Marsanacs lived some ten miles 
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distant. After his introduction to 
Eleanor (it was at an evening party) 
he determined to make Rastadt a 
halting-place, and he did. 

Von Stein was what would be 
called "a good fellow." He was 
fond of "outdoor" sport, and some- 
thing of an athlete, as his tall mus- 
cular frame would indicate. Tho 
yet quite young, he had made his 
mark as a duelist, having already 
killed "his man." 

If you could have seen him, some 
fine morning, seated with splendid 
bearing on his favorite horse Kaiser, 
making his way along the Grunstadt 
road — which after many a circuitous 
turn led finally to the Ch&teau — you 
would have no doubt pronounced his 
greatest passion to be horseback- 
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riding; and in this yon wonld have 
been correct. 

Yet lie was not nnacqnainted with 
the more intellectnal sports. like 
most cultivated Germans, he could 
put up a good game of whist, 6cart6, 
or chess. 

Plexus, perhaps the finer man of 
the two, would scarcely have been 
classed as " a good fellow," yet he 
was almost as sportive and certainly 
as genial as was Von Stein. They 
had the love of the horse in common; 
but the Baron was no duelist, and 
called himself no athlete. He in- 
clined more to the studious, and took 
delight in books. Eleanor could 
testify how delightfully he read 
Goethe, Schiller, and the other favor- 
ite poets to her. 
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He, unlike the younger suitor, had 
known the Marsanacs a long time, 
and his love for Eleanor had been of 
slow growth. He was, in fact, a 
neighbor, Plexus Castle being only a 
few miles from the ChS,teau. 

Along a narrow road, branching oflf 
the Grunstadt road, about two miles 
from the ChS^teau, Plexus came on 
horseback nearly every afternoon to 
see his love — ^Eleanor. It was rather 
strange that the two rivals had never 
met, as the Grunstadt was the only 
road that led directly to the Chateau. 
Stein, however, usually started out 
early, paying his visit in the morn- 
ing. 

But on the occasion of which I 
write. Plexus (for obvious reasons) 
thought it best to be on hand early — 
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earlier, if it could be managed, than 
Ms rival; so he set out to forestall 
him. 

But Yon Stein also had started be- 
times, and Fate was evidently not 
going to spoil his chances. 

So this is what happened: 

As the Baron emerged from his 
road into the highway, up came 
Stein directly behind him, laughing 
softly to himself as he took in the 
situation. 

He knew that he had the swifter 
horse, and that he could have reached 
the Ch&teau first; but reflecting that 
this would be no dignified proceed- 
ing, he drew up, instead, beside the 
Baron, and, extending his hand, said 
pleasantly, '^Good morning. Baron 
Plexus;" to which the other made 
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the conventional reply. Then they 
rode on for a space without exchang- 
ing a word. At length the younger 
man spoke again: 

"Baron Plexus," he said, turning 
half around, "I think I am right 
when I say that we are both bent on 
paying our addresses this morning 
to the fair Miss Marsanac. Is it not 
so?" 

The Baron looked at his inquirer 
with lifted eyebrows. "I suppose 
so," he acquiesced, giving his horse 
a sharp dig with his spurs; " at least 
I can speak for myself." 

" So can I," put in the other. 
" Well, I presume I am again right 
when I say that neither of us is 
doing this for play. That is, ' ' he went 
on hurriedly, in answer to the other's 
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inqniring look, ^^we have an object 
dear to onr hearts in jMiying conrt 
to the lady. Not to mince matters, 
this is no idle flirtation on oar parts; 
each of us is confident that he will 
succeed in winning the hand of the 
fair Marsanac. Am I not right ? " 

" You seem to know all about it," 
— ^and the glistening spnrs bit the 
horse's flesh again. 

"I do,'* replied Von Stein briefly. 
Then he added with a grin : " Well, 
and what are your views in the 
matter, may I ask ? " 

The Baron frowned. *^What do 
you mean ? " he demanded. 

" I mean — ^well — I mean that this 
game can not go on €bd ivfinitumy'* 
responded the other hesitatingly. 

An angry red mounted to the che^ 
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of Plexus. " You are impertinent, 
young man, and you are foolish too. 
Impertinent in addressing me, who 
am your senior, not to mention the 
fact that I was on the ground first, 
in such a rude manner ; and foolish 
in saying that a courtship can not go 
on forever. This a child knows. 
Tour use of the word ' game ' in this 
connection, is simply vulgar" — ^and 
the Baron turned away. 

Stein looked embarrassed. 

"I do not wish to oflfend," he 
faltered apologetically ; " perhaps I 
was hasty in my language. You are 
my senior, I must admit; yet this 
fact does not call upon me to give 
up the girl I love." 

" You are very logical," remarked 
the older man rather amused. ^ ' Then 
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suppose we say that because I ami 
your senior, I must gracefully with- 
draw and leave the field to you. 
That's simple, no doubt. Should I 
refuse, however, then what is your 
next proposal?" 

"I am not quite such an idiot as 
that," replied Von Stein thoroughly 
nettled. "If you will listen to me, 
I should like to make a proposition. 
It seems a way out of the difficulty, 
and it might prove satisfactory to us 
both." 

'' I think I see," the other sneered. 
" A duel ? — ^but I am no duelist." 

''Not at all," was Stein's calm 
reply. "I am an expert duelist — 
you would be killed. No, there is 
an easier way than that. True, 
my idea was a contest of a 



tC^at Duel 27 

kind, but not necessarily one of 
ST'vords." 

But the Baron stopped Us horse 
short, and interrupted rather impa- 
tiently: "Ah, a contest I I thought 
so." 

' ' Yes, a contest, but if you will, I 
was going to leave you to specify the 
nature of it, and whether it should 
be physical or intellectual." 

''A game?" suggested the Baron 
rather doubtfully. 

The Count nodded assent. 

" Oh I very good of you, I am sure. 
I will select one. But" — and he 
turned fiercely questioning eyes on 
his companion — '' what if I win ? " 

"I leave you master of the occa- 
sion and the fair prize is yours ! " 

" Hm ! " — and Plexus mused a 
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moment. "The man is evidently 
sincere. The bargain is not such a 
bad one, after all. As things are 
progressing now, I see that Eleanor 
ere long will throw me over for this 
mere boy. If the contest is to be of 
an intellectual character, I have 
every chance of winning, and so 
getting him out of the way. I have 
it," he concluded with German con- 
ceit. 

" You look as if you had decided," 
remarked Von Stein. 

"I have." 

"May I ask what it is to be ? I 
hope I have a certain degree of pro- 
ficiency in what you will name- 
otherwise ^" 

"Otherwise," with a cold smile, 
"we should have to make another 
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selection i I don't think it will be 
necessary. My choice is Chess! king 
of games." 

Von Stein looked np in surprise. 
He had sanctioned an intellectual 
contest — ^but the Baron's selection of 
Chess came upon him quite un- 
expectedly. 

" Oh, that is your selection, eh I " 
and he pondered a moment. Then 
he saw that he must accept. ' ' Well, 
then Chess it must be," he said 
making a stiff attempt to bow. 
"Of course, I know the game 
well, yet you will probably win — 
however, let us shake hands, " and 
Plexus not unwillingly, obeyed. 

The towers of the white Chateau 
loomed up before the riders. "He 
is not such a bad fellow," thought 
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Plexus to himself, and a few minutes 
later both dismounted before the 
great iron gates. 



m 

ELEANOR was dressing to go out. 
She had promised to accom- 
pany her aunt on a visit to the Carl- 
becks (this was always an event of 
prime importance), and was in the 
act of consulting her dainty gold 
watch (a recent present from her 
grandmother Sophia), when there 
came a knock at the door and the 
servant announced the Baron Plexus 
and Count von Stein. 

As the second name escaped the 
messenger's lips, a look of surprise 
spread over Eleanor's pretty face, 
and she asked quickly: 

"Do you mean they have called 
together^ Pauline?" 

31 
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'^Yes, Miss Eleanor, they were 
shown in at the same time. I think 
they came on horseback." 

Eleanor could scarcely believe the 
girl's words, but after she had dis- 
missed her — ^ ' Something strange 
must have happened," she said to 
herself, as going up to the cheval- 
glass, and hurriedly adjusting her 
costume, she left the room and de- 
scended to the salon. 

As she entered, both suitors ap- 
proached simultaneously and bowed, 
each vowing to himself that he had 
never seen her looking more radiant 
than now. 

"Eleanor," said Plexus, betray- 
ing all his passion in the one word, 
" how are you feeling to-day i " 

"Dear Miss Marsanac is evidently 
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at her best," put in Von Stein gal- 
lantly, " for she looks divine,'- — 

" Flatterer 1" hissed Plexus be- 
tween his teeth. 

"I am ready to admit that," re- 
torted the other gayly. "But do 
you object. Miss Marsanac, to flat- 
tery when it is not a libel ? " 

Eleanor flushed slightly at the em- 
barrassing question. " You are both 
very good, ' ' she said simply ; " I sup- 
pose all girls like flattery, but — ^but 
(then turning to the Baron) some of 
us don't approve of it. You, Karl, 
for instance, do not like the Count's 
compliments, do you ? " 

"And is it not natural?" spoke 
up her lover. "I prefer to make all 
the compliments myself. But I do 
not consider it a misfortune that my 
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speech is not so highly colored as 
our friend's" — nodding in the direc- 
tion of his rival — ''Von Stein's." 

Eleanor gazed curiously at him, 
and lowered her eyes. She wished 
personalities would cease. The men's 
discourse puzzled her. She had the 
sense of something uncommon. ' ' No, 
not so highly colored," she repeated, 
almost mechanically. 

"Heaven be praised!" exclaimed 
the Baron savagely. 

" Kindly spare us your criticism," 
put in the other man, pulling hard 
at his fine mustache, and glowering 
darkly at the speaker. 

Eleanor changed her seat. "You 
are not going to quarrel, I hope ? " 
she said anxiously. 

But Von Stein only drew his chair 
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nearer to hers, and put forth his 
hand while resting the other theat- 
rically on his breast. '' Miss Marsa- 
nac, it is quite natural that we two 
should not agree," he explained with 
emphasis; '^ we are both in love with 
the same woman! " 

''Oh I" said Eleanor. 

"Yes," went on Von Stein, "and 
— ^and it may be that you can help 
usi" 

"Oh?" again from Eleanor, this 
time inquiringly, as she glanced first 
at one lover and then at the other. 
" Really, I can not imagine in what 
way." 

The young man rose and faced his 
rival: "Baron Plexus," he said, with 
a forced laugh and a wave of his 
hand, " would you be so good as to 



36 Zlfcd Duel 

explain to our fair inquirer the cause 
of our disagreement ? " Then before 
Plexus had time to answer he strode 
up to him, and whisx)ered something 
in his ear, which caused him to nod 
rather approvingly. 

Eleanor blushed and murmured 
something about "secrets" as the 
Count came back saying, "Forgive 
the aside." 

The Baron crossed the room and 
let himself down into a seat beside 
his sweetheart. 

^ ^ Eleanor, ' ' he began, ^ * Count von 
Stein has intimated that we have 
both lost our hearts to the same 
woman. He speaks the truth. Such, 
I am free to say, has been the case 
for some months past. There was a 
time, of course, when this same lady 
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looked not unkindly — nay, I may say 
looked favorably — upon me; but 
tills, as you might suppose, was be- 
fore my friend (lifting Ms eyes to- 
ward Stein) became acquainted with 
her, and by soft words and sweet, 
succeeded in supplanting me." 

Stein fidgeted and appeared decid- 
edly ill at ease during this speech, 
while Eleanor turned half away from 
the speaker in undisguised embar- 
rassment. 

Pleicus went on somewhat glee- 
fuUy for all that. " WeU, the crisis 
has now come — ^as it was bound to 
come. Two men can not go on (as 
somebody once remarked) making 
love to the same woman ad ivfin- 
itum. This morning, according to 
our habit, we were both pursuing 
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our way on horseback, en route to 
visit the object of onr affection, when 
— ^biff I we came face to face with each 
other at the arm in the road." 

^^Dear me!" exclaimed Eleanor 
with an innocent air; ^^I hox)e you 
did nothing rash." 

"No! we did nothing rash, con- 
sidering the circumstances," replied 
the Baron ironically. "On the con- 
trary we were passably civil to each 
other, otherwise there would be no 
sequel to our tale. Indeed, the result 
of our meeting was that in the course 
of conversation we came to a really 
sensible arrangement (for which my 
friend deserves all due credit) by 
way of putting an end to our ri- 
valry." 

Eleanor again said, "Dear me," 
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rather timidly. She was becoming 
nervous, tho she did not exactly 
know why. Anyway, it was not 
pleasant to be here alone with these 
two big angry men. At any moment 
she felt there might come an explo- 
sion; and she began to eye the great 
carved door leading into the hall, 
wishing for all the world that the 
majestic Countess would glide 
through it. 

Yet Plexus went on: ''And the 
arrangement was nothing more than 
this, that we both engage in a 
duel— " 

''A duel — ^good gracious 1 " 

" Stay I — ^not in a duel of swords, 

but in a game of Chess; the winner 

to pursue his wooing in peace, the 

loser to withdraw from the scene 
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once and for all. Do I make myself 
clear?" 

The listener ox)ened wide her wist- 
ful eyes, and with an inward sigh of 
relief exclaimed: "Why, what a 
strange plan!" 

' ' Do you not think it a good one ? " 
asked her lover. *'It is mild 
enough." 

"I think it might prove a very 
good one," she responded rather du- 
biously. 

"Ah, I am glad of thati" put in 
Stein. "This is what we wished to 
know, for we value your opinion 
highly. Then might I ask} If ycm 
were the young lady in question 
yourself (be not embarrassed, we 
are only supposing) you would — er 
— ^«y, *Very well, go ahead with 
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your game.' Would yon?" he 
asked anxiously. 

Eleanor looked down and studied 
tke gorgeous Smyrna rug under her 
feet for a moment. ''Being the 
young lady myself in the story," 
she thought, ''I can at least answer 
conscientiously. I am in no hurry 
to marry, but Aunt Augusta is bent 
on it; what's more, it seems it must be 
either Karl or the Count to satisfy 
her. Since I dislike neither one — on 
the contrary, like them both ^" 

"I think," concluded Eleanor 
aloud, looking straight at the two 
men, ''I should not hesitate to an- 
swer, 'Play the game' — ^that is to 
say," she added, "if my heart had 
already made no selection." 

''Thank you very much," said 
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Stein, bowing. ''As to the lady's 
feelings, we naturally can not speak, 
since slie has not revealed them; but 
we will suppose you have spoken for 
her." 

Plexus had put in a crestfallen 
"Thank you," feeling that he must 
say something, tho in truth he would 
rather have never opened his lips 
again. His speech had not produced 
the desired effect on Eleanor. She 
was untouched. 

Von Stein now turned to his rival 
and said deliberately : '' Then shall 
we consider the matter as settled, 
and proceed without consulting Miss 
— I mean the young lady ? " 

''As you please," replied the 
Baron indifferently. 

Eleanor rose, glad for an excuse 
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to terminate this troublesome inter- 
view. 

" If I have been so fortunate, then, 
as to settle this knotty point satis- 
factorily, would you be so good as 
to excuse me? I must really run 
off to dress, as I have a call to make 
with Aunt Augusta, and I know she 
must be waiting." 

She made some steps forward, and 
turned back. ^'By the way," she 
asked in an offhand manner, ^' when 
is this important match to take 
place?" 

"I hope at once," answered the 
Count, " to-morrow will do — ^there is 
no use delaying." 

''And where are you to pitch 
battle ? " — with a laugh. 

" Well, if the plan be disagreeable 
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to n^tiier yon nor my adyemiy, it 
was in my mind to ask permission to 
fight it ont here." 

^'Yes, not half a bad idea ! " inter- 
posed the Baron; ^^ there wonld be 
something romantic abont that. Bnt 
then Plexns Castle wonld do, too, 
eh?" 

"Not at all," replied Von Stein 
firmly ; " we mnst have neutral 
ground." 

Eleanor's eyes lit up. The plan 
pleased her. 

" As for me," she said, " you have 
my i)ermission without the asking. 
I think the Chateau would be a 
splendid place." 

" And your Aunt, the Countess 1 " 
inquired Von Stein doubtfully. 
"What wiU she sayl" 
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"Oh," laughed the girl with a 
gleam of mischief in her eyes, " she 
will be only too delighted to wit- 
ness this sensational event. It will 
be an excitement for her — she loves 
novelty." With which and a ' ^ good- 
by," she left her lovers, and tripped 
upstairs to her room ; no, not 
yet — first she sought her aunt's 
chamber and rapped at the door, 
which the old lady, all dressed 
except her bonnet, opened herself. 

"Why, Eleanor, my child," she 
said, giving her an inquiring stare. 
"All this time I thought you were 
dressing. It must be getting late; 
but stay, what has happened ? You 
seem all in a flutter." 

" Perhaps I am,' ' panted her lovely 
niece, standing on the threshold. I 
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had not forgotten we were going out, 
in fact, I was just about to dress when 
— think of it ! — Pauline came to my 
room and told me that both Karl and 
Count Von Stein wished to see me. 
Imagine — ^they came together on 
horseback 1 ' ' 

"Together!" repeated the older 
woman incredulously, trying to tie 
the strings of her bonnet. 

''Yes — think of my surprise; of 
course I had to see them. Well, it 
was the strangest interview ; I spent 
what you would call a ^mamais 

quatre Wheare^ ; they ^but no," 

broke oflf Eleanor in a teasing spirit, 
"I will tell you all about it during 
our drive;" and so saying, she 
skipi)ed away, leaving her aunt 
transfixed in bewilderment. 
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"Eleanor, Eleanor," she called; 
"come back at once and explain!" 
But the girl was already on the other 
side of the Chateau, and heard not. 

Within ten minutes, however, the 
young lady, exquisitely gowned in a 
French toilette^ returned to the 
Countess, who met her with: 

"You naughty, naughty child, to 
run oflf like that after so whetting my 
curiosity about this — this interview 
which you claim was so extra- 
ordinary. Tell me exactly what 
transpired at once," she demanded 
impatiently. 

"As soon as we are in the car- 
riage," said Eleanor, who could be 
obstinate when she chose. She 
knew well that if she were to enlarge 
ux)on the matter now, the visit to the 
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Carlbecks would be deferred indefi- 
nitely, and thus the afternoon 
spoiled; for her aunt would be in no 
humor for the exchange of social 
amenities after listening to the story. 
To utilize the time in trying to frus- 
trate the lovers' scheme would then 
be more to the old lady's taste. On 
the other hand, once seated in her 
carriage, the Countess could not very 
well turn back. 



IV 



ELEANOR was true to her word. 
They were no sooner ensconced 
in the barouche^ than the old lady 
almost shouted, "Now out with it! " 
and her niece forthwith obeyed. But 
when all was told — and it was not so 

very much — "Well," said the Count- 
ess, ' ^ I think I never heard anything 

so utterly absurd, so utterly Quix- 
otic, in my life. ' ' She was genuinely 
annoyed. "It is out of place in this 
period of the world's history," she 
went on. "I'll be bound this pre- 
posterous scheme originated in the 
eccentric brain of your florid Von 

48 
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Stein, to whom you seem to have 
taken such a fancy." 

" I have not taken a fancy to any 
one, Aunt, much less the Count Von 
Stein." 

' ' Hm I " —coldly. ' ' But you stood 
calmly by and gave your full sanc- 
tion to his silly compact all the 
same." 

''You seem to forget that my name 
never came into the question," ex- 
plained Eleanor. "In fact, that the 
young lady referred to was name- 
less." 

The Countess Marsanac scrutinized 
her niece sharply. "No, of course, 
you never suspected for an instant 
that the prize for which these idiots 
are going to contend is none other 
than yourself! Oh, no, you never 
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suspected this — sly rogue!" she con- 
cluded, with a gleam, half angry, 
half humorous, in her old eye. 

''Yes, I knew it very well," ad- 
mitted the young woman; "but I 
did not reveal my knowledge." 

"At any rate," complained the 
other, "they placed the case before 
you plainly enough, and asked you 
what you would have said had you 
been similarly situated to the anony- 
mous maiden, and you replied fool- 
ishly that you would have to let the 
men fight it out — or something like 
that." 

"I certainly did," was Eleanor's 
response, "tho, remember, I reasoned 
more from a personal standpoint 
than that of the nameless maiden. I 
was pretty certain of my ground, 
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Aunt, because, as I have told you, I 
have no decided preference. Be- 
sides, I had no power, nor indeed 
excuse, to control the men." 

This impolitic sx)eech did not tend 
to improve the Countess's temper. 
But she sniffed the crisp, cool air, as 
they went spinning along, which 
prevented it perhaps from getting 
worse. 

''I hate to hear you say that, Elea- 
nor, especially after the good Baron's 
extreme attention, kindness, chiv- 
alry, patience ^" 

Eleanor cut her aunt short. "Pa- 
tience!" she exclaimed, knitting her 
brows haughtily. ^ ' That is a strange 
word you use. Of course, Karl was 
patient — ^at least, I suppose so, but 
surely only to please himself." 
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"A heartless girl would naturally 
say that," retorted her aunt tartly. 
"But '' 

"But," continued Eleanor, ignor- 
ing the old lady's interpolation, "I 
readily admit Karl's many other vir- 
tues." 

"Charming — fascinating man — 
ideal lover," tenderly soliloquized 
the Countess. "Ah, I wish I could 
marry him myself I ' ' 

" So I should imagine," commented 
her niece. 

A pause; during which the young 
woman gazed with admiring eyes at 
the distant vista of mountain and 
river, while her aunt leaned restfully 
back on her well-upholstered seat, 
reviewing some of the leading inci- 
dents of her long married life, with 
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an expressive nod of her gray head 
here and a sigh of sweet reminiscence 
there, after the usual manner of 
those who in their mature years come 
to think how flatly uninteresting the 
glaring present is, as compared with 
the mellow, full-stocked i)ast. 

''After all," remarked the much- 
loved Eleanor, breaking in upon her 
aunt's reverie, "I think ycm have 
little enough cause to complain of 
this arrangement. On the contrary, 
it seems to me it ought to please you. 
You vrtsh me to marry Karll" 

"Why aski You know I do, 
with all my heart; what's more, you 
will rue it if you do not" — and the 
old lady tucked well the tiger-rug 
about her. 

"Well, then, dear, you perhaps 
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have failed to take into considera- 
tion the respective ability of the two 
gentlemen for the game they are go- 
ing to play," persisted Eleanor in an 
argumentative way. 

'*Have I?" carelessly. '*What 
should / know about their * respect- 
ive ability?' What was the game 
you mentioned?" 

** Chess." 

^^Ah, Chess," drawled the Count- 
ess, ^^I dare say. How should I re- 
member ? The name's a mere abstrac- 
tion to me. I recollect," she went on 
reminiscently, ^^how when I was a 
little girl. Christian " (a brother long 
since dead) *^and my father, who 
was a pretty old man then, would 
play Chess by the hour together; but 
the only impression that remains 
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with me of these lengthy — ^they al- 
ways seemed endless — contests is 
that daring them the whole house 
bore a closer resemblance to the Oat- 
acombs of Paris than anything else. 
Then I remember, too, how I would 
make my poor brother laugh some- 
times by referring to his favorite 
pastime as the ^ mummy game ' — tho 
now I can't perceive anything so 
clever in the remark. My experience 
of Chess has certainly been a limited 
one; you hear the extent of it." 
Then suddenly facing her niece: 
"Tell me, do you think Karl is the 
better player ? " 

*' It is difficult to tell," repUed the 
girl discreetly. "I know even less 
about Chess than yourself; yet" 
— ^and here a delicate pink tinged 
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her pretty face — "I suppose that in 
any intellectual contest between the 
two, Baron Plexus — ^would have the 
better chance of winning." 

"Then there is hope," sighed the 
Countess ; and Eleanor's lucky 
speech had such a salutary effect 
upon the old lady that, disturbed as 
her mind was, she found it less try- 
ing to greet her old friend Caroline 
Carlbeck with her usual bland smile 
when she was ushered into that lady's 
saloriy a few minutes lat^r, than she 
had anticipated. 



IN the evening of the same day the 
Conntess and her niece were ta- 
king dinner together alone. There 
were seldom staying visitors at the 
Chateau; and when there were, the 
old lady did not seem able to manage 
them very well. She preferred to 
visit than be visited. Even Plexus, 
much as she liked him, had so far 
only on one or two occasions been in- 
vited to stop over-night. Sometimes 
one of the Carlbecks or some other 
very close friend would drop in and 
remain for dinner; but as a rule, 
Eleanor and her aunt faced each 
other at meals alone. 
They had enjoyed their call of the 
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afternoon very much, to judge from 
the freqnent references made to it 
during the drive home. 

"Elise has improved wonderfully 
since she has been away," the old 
lady was saying. 

"Yes, she has grown older," re- 
sponded the girl. ''She seems to 
know more of the ways of the world. 
Yet, somehow; she is not so pleasant 
to me as in the old Dresden days." 

"You mean that she has acquired 
some sense, that she has ceased being 
a tomboy," put in the Countess sen- 
tentiously. 

"She certainly was a tomboy; 
still " 

"I should have said that she was 
mentally as well as physically im- 
proved. She is a very beautiful girl. 
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This is the improvement which 
strikes one first ; yet it is only a 
natural development. Her mind, 
however, has been broadened by 
travel. Let me think, when did she 
leave Rastadt ? " 

"Abont three years ago," an- 
swered Eleanor. **She lived, you 
know, in England two years, and 
later in America one year. Indeed, 
when she spoke of her life abroad 
to-day, it made me long for the priv- 
ileges, which she has enjoyed." 

'' What privileges ? " sternly. 

**Well, among others, the priv- 
ilege that every English and Ameri- 
can girl enjoys — ^that of marrying 
when one likes, and whom one 
likes—" 

" Oh, we wish many things," inter- 
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posed the Conntess, "that we can't 
have; Yon are, however, a German 
girl and mnst abide by German insti- 
tutions, which are not those of either 
England or America; nevertheless, I 
believe in travel. I will never regret 
my wedding trip. I hope you^ Elea- 
nor, will not remain in Germany all 
your life after you are married. 
Plexus Castle is all very well for a 

time, but ^" 

She stopped short as she noticed 
the translation of that " but " in her 
niece' s face. Then she coughed once 
or twice eloquently, and lapsed into 
silence. Strangely enough, the sub- 
ject uppermost in their minds had 
barely been touched upon by either 
one during the homeward drive, and 
here was dinner nearly over and still 
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were they only skirting aronnd the 
edges of it. 

As the dessert, however, was 
brought in, the Countess cast an 
esi)ecially significant look at her 
companion, and Eleanor knew the 
attack of the afternoon was to be 
renewed. 

The Countess, in si)eaking of 
Elise's travels, had reminded her- 
self of the all-important topic. 

'' My dear," she said, cutting into 
an orange ice with her spoon, " we 
will continue our conversation of this 
afternoon concerning your lovers' 
chess game. Until now, the matter 
had entirely escai)ed my attention." 

Eleanor made a moue. She was not 
pleased with her aunt's proposal. 
She had hoi)ed the subject would not 
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come up again, at least, not until 
the great match had been played. 

The old lady adjusted her spec- 
tacles, as if to say, ''There's no 
getting out of it, young woman." 

Aloud she continued, however: 
"Yes, this contest. We have not 
yet considered it in its more impor- 
tant phases. You are responsible for 
the affair; and since it is to be, you 
must face the consequences." 

" You speak rather enigmatically. 
Aunt Augusta," said the girl, mak- 
ing a sickly attempt to smile. " I 
do not know where to look for these 
more important phases. And I don' t 
see why I should flinch from * facing 
the consequences.' Are they so fear- 
ful?" 

"They are likely to be," replied 
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the other, "if yon have not thonght 
it over ^" 

"Bnt I have thonght it over," 
protested the girl. 

" O ! very good," rejoined her 
annt with an injnred air. " If yon 
do not need my advice, if yon have 
weighed the matter satisfactorily to 
yonrself, there's no nse talking 
fnrther abont it. Let ns change the 
snbject." 

" No, we will talk abont it, if yon 
like," said Eleanor snbmissively. 

*' As a mle, ' * continned the Connt- 
ess, folding her hands across her lap, 
"yonng girls do not arrive at con- 
clnsions so easily; mature thonght is 
not so qnick in coming. ' ' 

In answer to her annt's asperity, 
Eleanor conld only shmg her well- 
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formed shoulders, adding almost in- 
audibly, " I still don't understand," 
to which the Countess made reply: 

''Then you should." 

After a pause the old woman, in a 
more conciliatory tone, continued: 

"It occurred to me that you might 
find it a hard task, after what you 
have said, to decide between the two 
men; and I was going to suggest 
that if such were the case, it were 
far better for your peace of mind if 
you put your foot down on the whole 
Quixotic proceeding." This was a 
sly ruse on the Countess's part to 
find out her niece's true inclinations, 
but her niece was too nimble- witted 
to be caught. 

'' I admit," replied Eleanor, " that 
I have not thought much about it; 
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but if I had, as I have tried so hard, 
Aunt, to make you believe, my feel- 
ings would still have remained unal- 
tered." 

The Countess tightened her lip. 
"And these unalterable feelings?'^ 
she interrogated cynically, lifting 
her eyes and wrinkling her already 
much- wrinkled forehead. 

Eleanor never liked her aunt's sar- 
casm, so she answered rather coolly: 
" Are that I am not the least alarmed 
as to the outcome of the contest." 

The Countess gave the girl a search- 
ing look as she said warily: "You 
mean that you think Plexus will 
win?" 

"Not at all. He may, of course; 
but then, again, he may lose. What- 
ever the result be ^" 
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"You have decided to abide by 
it?" 

Eleanor nodded her fair head. 
" Since you seem so very anxious to 
be rid of me," she said. 

"You know, Eleanor, that is not 
so." 

' ' But it is. You wish to marry me 
off to the first comer. I am satisfied 
for the present to marry no one; but 
you insist that I accept either Karl or 
the Count von Stein as husband, tho 
you happen to prefer Karl, because he 
is a neighbor. Really, under the cir- 
cumstances, this game should be her- 
alded by us both as a most happy 
solution to a perplexing problem." 

This speech, so unlike Eleanor, 
caused the old lady to gaze hard at 
her niece, and to remark reprovingly: 
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"Yon are getting cynical, child — 
cynicism does not sit well on girls. 
WeU, tell me, when are the fools go- 
ing to play their game ? " 

"I believe they said to-morrow 
evening some time." 

" Oh ! And the scene of action ? ' ' 

Eleanor felt a little angered, and 
let the bomb explode. 

"Here, in the Ch&tean! " 

" What ! " almost shrieked the 
Countess, dropping her nut-crackers 
and half starting up from the table. 
" What ! Here, under my roof ? This 
is too much! " 

" And why not, Aunt ? " 

"Why not — ^you ask why not?" 
repeated the amazed Countess. ' ' No, 
this nonsense has turned your brain 
— I'm sure it has turned mine. You 
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ask why I should not destroy the 
peace of my home ? You ask me to 
have it made a battle-field^ Good 
heavens!" 

Eleanor was silent. Her aunt con- 
tinued: "Yon foolish girl, do you 
not know they will come to an open 
fight ? Then there'll be a nice scene. 
What next, I wonder! Why don't 
you suggest a buU-fight in my bed- 
room ? " 

There was fun in Eleanor's blue 
eyes as, despite the Countess's strong 
language, she remarked, smiling: 
"Why, Aunt Augusta, I gave them 
my consent, and" — ^with some hesi- 
tation — "yours too." 

"What, mine! " cried the old lady, 
" Jify consent? Really, Eleanor, you 
are incorrigible ! — ^incorrigible ! " 
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"I am very sorry, dear/' contin- 
ned the other, selecting a large pear 
from the fruit-stand; "but I even told 
them that you would be pleased to 
watch their * battle,' as you, term it." 

"Oh you did — you did ! Then of 
course I am powerless in the matter 
— ^powerless 1 " was all her aunt could 
say. 

"Yes, I really am afraid it's too 
late to do anything about it now. If 
I had known," continued Eleanor, 
feeling that she must make some 
amends for having taken it upon 
herself to speak for the Countess 
without that lady's authority, "of 
your strenuous objection, I certainly 
phould have referred our friends to 
you first. I did not think you wished 
to be bothered. Besides, you know 
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you have said often that yon loved 
excitement." 

*'I dare say I have; bnt I meant a 
different sort of excitement. A mur- 
der may be an exciting sight — ^I be- 
lieve it is; but it is none the less un- 
pleasant to witness " — ^and the Count- 
ess, tapping her fan with her thin 
fingers, raised her eyes to heaven. 

A smile came to Eleanor's face 
that she could not suppress. 

"They are not as much in love as 
all that," she said simply. 

"But let me tell you this much, 
Eleanor," pursued the other threat- 
eningly. "So sure as this takes 
place, I will keep to my room all the 
evening. When Plexus — ^whom I 
should have thought had more sense 
than to be a party to any such fool- 
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ishnees — Shears of my determinatioii, 
he will withdraw from the plan, or 
at least make arrangements to play 
his absurd game elsewhere. If not, 
yon alone will constitute^ the entire 
audience; a strange situation, to be 
sure; but I dare say you will enjoy 
it. No chaperon^ indeed! — quite a 
I ' Americaine. My training of years 
goes for naught." 

Eleanor tried to look very dismal 
while her aunt scolded her thus; and 
not without some success, as the lit- 
tle white lie fell from her rosy lips. 

^^I am so sorry, Aunt; but please 
let them play their game here. I 
promise, indeed I do, that nothing 
sensational will occur. I was going 
to make it as easy for my lovers as 
possible; all was to be prepared be- 



Zfytt Duel 73 

forehand. I was going to get out 
that fine old set of ivory chessmen — 
yon know them; then to wheel the 
chess table into the library before 
the fireplace. And Frederick and 
his wife were to attend to the refresh- 
ments. Wonld it not be festive?" 
asked the girl appealingly. 

"Oh, very festive, I suppose," an- 
swered the aggrieved Countess, who 
noted how (during the speech) the 
color had mounted into her niece's 
cheeks, as she grew more and more 
agitated at the thought of the com- 
ing event. 

"Very festive," repeated the old 
woman dryly; "especially the de- 
nouement, when your lovers have 
wound up by killing each other — 
and perhaps you, too. I should say 
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the occasion would be sure to prove 
an interesting one. Well, I " 

" You will give your permission ? " 
asked the girl eagerly. 

''I did not say so; but ^," the 

rest was smothered by a kiss from 
Eleanor, always the most persuasive 
weapon that the young woman had 
at her command. StiU, when the ca- 
ress was over, the Countess in a way 
finished her sentence, for she said: 
"I insist upon keeping my room." 

A pause; then: 

"I wonder," pondered the Count- 
ess, '4f there's a chance of Plexus 
winning? I hope he does. Altho 
Von Stein is an excellent 'catch,' I 
can't say I ever liked him much. I 
prefer to see you the Baroness 
Plexus. And if Karl wins, you 
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really promise to become his 
wife?" 

"Yes." This by way of pacifica- 
tion. 

"Yet, suppose he loses, then you 
will take Von Stein, and we are to 
lose Karl's friendship forever ? " 

Eleanor hung her head. She knew 
what she would do. 

"Well, I pray the Baron wins. I 
should like to see how the Count 
takes defeat," added the Countess. 

"Perhaps he will stab his antago- 
nist to the heart," suggested Elea- 
nor. "I believe you have predicted 
something of the sort." 

"Don't jest about anything so 
frightful," reproved the old lady, 
and with this rose from the table and 
gathered up her skirts preparatory 
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to retiring to her room — an action 
very nnusnal with her. Generally 
Eleanor was called upon to play to her 
aunt after the evening meal, as the 
old lady was passionately fond of 
music. But to-night, as might be 
supposed, the Countess was not in 
the mood; at least she could not give 
Eleanor this satisfaction — no, not 
after Eleanor's behavior. But the 
girl, noticing her aunt's movements, 
decided not to let her go. 

She knew certain of Mendelssohn's 
" Songs Without Words " that could 
not fail to pacify her; so, rising also, 
she said rather meekly: "Aunt, 
please let me play a little for you to- 
night," to which the Countess only 
answered by a sigh under her breath. 
But Eleanor detected pleasure in it; 
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80, not wishing to lose her opportu- 
nity, she came np and took her aunt's 
arm, leading her into the music- 
room and depositing her in her favor- 
ite armchair. 

Then crossing to the piano, she sat 
down, and her delicate fingers glided 
through the intricacies of the won- 
derful, the electric " Spinning Song." 



VI 

THE eventful day had come. 
Plexus awoke after a sleepless 
night; for if, a little while before, he 
had some reason to suppose his love 
for Eleanor was reciprocated, now, 
after her demeanor of yesterday, he 
could no longer entertain any such 
fond delusion. 

Von Stein, after a long rest, awoke 
refreshed, with no thought of the 
chess-duel- to-be in his mind. When 
he did remember it he simply smiled 
to himself hopefully. ' ' Ah, I must 
keep up my spirits," he said, '' or I 
shall lose this precious prize." Un- 
like the Baron, he took it a« a mat- 
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ter of course that he was Eleanor's 
favorite for first place. 

The Countess Marsanac awoke in 
what she would have described as 
"a wretched state of mind." The 
night had not mended her temper, 
and Eleanor together with her 
troublesome lovers, had flitted fit- 
fully in and out of her dreams the 
whole night long. Her first thought 
on opening her eyes was: " Should I 
not yet interfere, and put an end to 
this folly?'' But again, no; she 
might certainly prevent the gentle- 
men from meeting in her house, but 
she could not stay them from meet- 
ing elsewhere. In any event, she 
felt her advice would not be taken, 
and the game would take place any- 
way. ' ' Well, " she sighed, ' ' let them 
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have their way." In her present 
frame of mind she was not sanguine 
as to the result. Plexus would lose, 
of course, and Eleanor's life would 
be one long regret; she was " a fool- 
ish, foolish child." 

As for the fair maid herself — ^well, 
her aunt's prophecy might come true. 
But Miss Marsanac awoke with a 
good, peaceful sleep to her credit, 
the happiest — yes, and the healthiest 
— of the quartet. 

Her feelings might be summed up 
in a word. She looked forward to 
the evening when the great game 
would be played with most pleasur- 
able anticipation, that was all. 

For the four dramatis personce of 
our little comedy it was a quiet day, 
like the calm before the storm. 
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The Countess had said very little 
to Eleanor, and naturally Eleanor had 
said very little to the Countess; but 
it made the girl feel very lonely 
being on all but bad terms with her 
aunt. So she picked up a volume 
of poems, and thus whiled away the 
long afternoon, reading. 

Neither Von Stein nor Plexus had 
paid his accustomed visit that day — 
that went without saying — and 
Eleanor had accordingly missed 
them. The Count had been making 
calls of a very different nature to 
some of his newly-acquired male 
friends in Rastadt, while the Baron 
had gone oflf very early for a 
long *' consolation" ride on horse- 
back, hoping thereby to raise his 
spirits. The plan agreed to was 
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that they should meet at the 
Ch&teau by eight o'clock, and play 
one game of Chess, those drawn not 
to count. 

They kept their promise. The 
great marble clock in the library had 
not so long chimed the half hour 
after seven when a horse's canter 
could easily be distinguished in the 
distance. A few minutes later, there 
was a clatter of hoofs without. Then 
Count von Stein dismounted in front 
of the Ch&teau. 

He was seated in the salon when the 
fair Eleanor, in a ravishing decolette 
costume of olive and pink, entered 
the room, and going up to him, said 
pleasantly: "Ah, good evening. 
Count. I suppose you have come to 
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play your game? Does the Baron 
accompany you ? " 

"Say, rather," replied the Count, 
bowing, and pressing his hand to his 
heart, "that I have come primarily 
to see you. Miss Eleanor, and inci- 
dentally to play our game." 

" Ah, then, I fear you don't attach 
much importance to the contest," 
suggested the girl slyly; and the 
Count, for once, was caught in the 
meshes of his own effusiveness. 

"But indeed I do," was all Von 
Stein could stammer out. 

The words were scarce uttered 
when there was the sound of another 
horse's hoofs without, and in less 
time than it takes to tell it the Baron 
Plexus, promptly on time, joined 
the two. 
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A shadow seemed to cross his face 
as, entering the room, he saw his 
rival already in conversation with 
Eleanor; but the young lady at once 
rose and greeted him, noting, as she 
did so, that he was unnaturally pale 
and haggard. Then the two men 
saluted each other. 

A pause followed, which was be- 
coming rather embarrassing, when 
Von Stein asked, with his wonted 
politeness, about the Countess's 
health, adding that he hoped she 
would be present to witness the com- 
ing chess contest. 

Eleanor was sorry to have to reply 
by way of explaining the old lady's 
unreasonable absence from the party: 
" I regret to say that my aunt is not 
feeling very well to-night. She begs 
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to be excused, but she will await the 
news of the result with much in- 
terest.'' 

Both men expressed their sorrow 
at this information, the Count adding 
that he hoped he had the good 
Countess's best wishes for success, 
upon which Eleanor smiled, but 
prudently made no reply. 

But her silence was easily under- 
stood by Plexus, who knew well 
that the old lady's preference was, 
as it had long been, for him. In 
view of her past geniality and kind- 
ness to him, it followed that in 
this important matter, hey and not 
Von Stein, would have her "best 
wishes." 

Eleanor rose from her chair. "Pray 
do not let me keep you waiting," 
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she said, *^I suppose voa are both 
impatient to b^^ your game.*" 

In truth it was she who was impa- 
tient to see them b^in. 

^^ In that case,'' she continued, giv- 
ing them no chance for jn^text of 
delay, ^^ if you will please follow me 
into the library (for it is there I 
think you will find yourselves most 
comfortable), you can begin as soon 
as you like.'' 

^^ It is a pleasure to talk," said 
poor Plexus with a sigh, as he 
followed Yon Stein and Eleanor out 
of the room. ^^ I am not in such a 
great hurry to go to my execution." 

The other man laughed low to him- 
self as the young woman led the way 
into the library. 

^^ You see," said Eleanor, ''I have 
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not forgotten you. Here are the 
chess table and chessmen, and later 
I will offer you something for which 
our worthy Frederick is responsible." 

"Why, this is delightful I" ex- 
claimed the Count; " we are indeed 
indebted to you, Miss Marsanac, for 
your extreme thoughtfulness. Are 
we not. Plexus ? ' ' 

Plexus looked down and said noth- 
ing. 

"Yes, everything is charming, 
and the light is excellent," added 
Von Stein. He walked to the other 
side of the room and began to arrange 
on the board the exquisitely carved 
chessmen. 

Plexus took this opportunity of 
stealing up to Eleanor, and, taking 
one of her passive hands in his, to 
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whisper, in a voice almost choked 
with emotion: "Ah, Eleanor, you 
are cruel — cruel. Help me to stand 
the ordeal. I shall be beaten, and 
you will marry Von Stein — ^but — 
God bless you ! ' ' 

The last words were well-nigh in- 
audible. He could say no more. 

Eleanor was touched, more than 
she liked to confess. 

"I am not cruel," she whispered 
back. "Do not despair." Then, 
with burning face, she added : 
"Somehow I feel that you will win," 
— and moved away. 

The Count had not observed the 
exchange of words, and now came 
forward, saying: "Well, whenever 
you like. Plexus; all. is in readiness." 

" Yes, and it grows late." 
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"Then shall we throw for first 
move ? " suggested the other. 

The Baron acquiesced, and walked 
slowly up to the table. Then he 
looked strangely at his rival. ''I 
propose," he said, "that Miss Mar- 
sanac throw the dice. This slight 
participation of our hostess will lend 
interest to our game." Then, to 
Eleanor, "Will you be so good? I 
will take the even. " 

The girl scarcely liked this request. 
It seemed in a sense to imply respon- 
sibility; but she could not well re- 
fuse, so, fetching the dice, she held 
them up in her pretty fingers and let 
them roll. 

"Even I" she announced. "The 
Baron Plexus has first move." 

"Gk)od, then we will start our 
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game," said the younger man. And 
with this they sat down to the table. 
Plexns moved out his Queen Pawn, 
and his antagonist followed suit. A 
few moves later, and the game had 
developed, rather appropriately, into 
a Queen's gambit; but we shall not 
bore the reader with technicalities. 
Eleanor knew little or nothing of 
the mysteries of the Royal Game, 
but she decided that she must in 
some way keep herself posted as to 
how the contest was going. So 
while her sweethearts made the open- 
ing moves, she selected a seat from 
which she could command a good 
view of the checkered board, or 
rather of the players, for she would 
have to depend almost wholly upon 
the men's faces for her information. 
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For the first fifteen moves or so 
the game proceeded uneventfully, 
neither player having seemed to gain 
any superiority in position; but they 
were just at the parting of the ways. 

The Baron extended his hand and 
made a move that caused Von Stein 
to look up quickly. Then, after ex- 
amining the chessic maze closely, he 
cried, sotto voce^ "Admirable!" — 
at which Plexus smiled faintly. 

At this moment Eleanor appeared 
to be absorbed in a French novel 
(especially selected and approved by 
her aunt, the Countess), whereas, in 
reality, she heard the Count's ex- 
clamation and took in its full import 
— her old lover had gained a point ! 

Was she glad 1 She could not say. 

From this on the Baron held his 
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adversary down, until, alas ! he made 
a bad slip — an error which cost him 
a valuable piece after a few subse- 
quent moves. 

Then Eleanor saw that happy ex- 
pression—beautiful in its happiness 
— which his face had been wearing, 
fade away. 

'^Ahl" he said sadly, "I lose a 
Knight by that;" and a moment 
later his adversary made true the 
prophecy by deftly removing the 
unfortunate man. Now was the 
Count's chance. If he only played 
at all carefully he must win; he had 
the game in his hands. 

It was an interesting crisis. 

Eleanor threw down her book. 
She could read no longer. Why 
pretend to be engaged in this stupid 
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story when in truth her whole inter- 
est was centered in this strange duel 
of her lovers ? 

She came up to the table. 

** Am I disturbing you in asking 
how the game progresses?" she 
inquired artfully, with feigned in- 
difference in her voice. 

" I am losing," replied the Baron, 
almost gruflBy, *' that is all." 

The question was hardly called for. 
His poor pale face told the story. 
Eleanor had never seen such a look 
of wo, of despair, in her life. 

A certain uneasiness begaji to 
possess her. 

Again they both played, and again 
she stole a furtive glance at Plexus. 
No, there was no improvement. 

The Count was evidently still pur- 
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suing his adyantage to the best of 
his ability. Plexus was now hoi>e- 
less. 

Eleanor caught herself saying in- 
wardly, '^ Poor Karl!" 

For the first time she put the ques- 
tion to herself, ''Did she care t '' 

For the first time a suspicion of the 
truth began to dawn upon her. She 
did care! 

She could not meet those sad eyes 
without wishing they were not sad. 

Perhaps it was only pity; yet 
"pity," the poet saith, "is akin to 
love." 

She was now watching the players 
intently, and made no concealment 
of the fact. 

How the time dragged ! A little 
over an hour had elapsed since the 
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players had sat down, and yet it 
seemed to Eleanor that she had been 
watching them for an age I 

Pieces were being exchanged, now, 
with almost every move. 

It was the general "smash-up" 
which precedes the "end game." 

The Queens had disappeared long 
ago; then the Bishops and Knights 
had fumed themselves oflf the board. 

The Rooks were at present about 
to fall, when Eleanor, with flushed 
face, approached the players and 
coughed almost hysterically, for she 
could not speak. 

She knew Plexus had not suc- 
ceeded in retrieving his lost ground; 
yet dared she ask, only to hear her 
worst fear confirmed by the grinning 
Count von Stein ? 
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She stood, as in a dream, following 
the inanimate pieces as they maneu- 
vered cautiously from one square to 
another, until she became almost 
I)ossessed of the idea that they were 
alive ! 

As she lifted her eyes, she noticed 
the black lines on the Count' s brow — 
black and heavy with meaning ! For 
a handsome man, how ugly he 
looked ! He had his victim in at the 
death now — ^and was tightening his 
hold. 

Eleanor turned away with a feel- 
ing nearer akin to hate than she had 
ever experienced. Then her eyes 
rested on the beaten Plexus, whose 
face was almost a blank. Was he 
hypnotized by the ivory chess-pieces 
under his gaze i 
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She tried to think, tho in her 
present state of nervous tension 
thought came with difficulty. She 
asked herself frankly did she wish 
her iiorid lover to come out victori- 
ous; did she wish to lose Plexus — 
Plexus, who once had seemed all in 
all to her — ^forever ? Like a iiash the 
truth came home to her. No! no! a 
thousand times no! 

How could she have been so blind 
— so untrue to herself ! 

Alas ! the Countess was right; she 
had not given so important a matter 
proper consideration. 

Yet again was this place for 
thought — for consideration ? Had 
there not been too much of it already ? 
Beason and love do not pull a good 
stroke. 
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Eleanor saw now that she had been 
coldly weighing her lovers, one 
against the other, aa a grocer uses 
his scales. 

How could she have ever sanc- 
tioned this match, when its result 
was so seriously to affect her whole 
after-life ! Yet, on the other hand, 
how long she might have dallied 
with the truth caged in her maiden 
breast but for this simple game of 
Chess ! 

But time sped. The question now 
was, what should, or rather, what 
could she do ? 

She glanced again at the stupefied 
Baron, she looked at the elated Count. 
It was too late now to interfere, yet 
at this moment an insane desire to 
throw over the chess table, and thus 
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put an end to the game, seized her; 
bnt wait — she might think of an- 
other way; no ! — her mind seemed to 
be gone. 

Good heavens ! a few moments 
more, and she would hear the Count 
announce her lover's death-knell — 
''Checkmate." 

While experiencing these conflict- 
ing emotions, she did hear Von Stein 
say, as he leant back in his chair and 
yawned: "You tried to equalize 
matters there, but I tell you it will 
nevertheless soon be over." 

It only needed this to decide Elea- 
nor. The Count should not win. 

The Baron spoke and told her how. 
''Wait until you have beaten me," 
he muttered hoarsely, addressing his 
antagonist; then, turning to Eleanor 
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— ah! with a look that almost made 
her heart bleed: ^^ Might I beg 
a glass of water," almost con- 
vulsively. "My lips are rather 
j)arched." 

In that speech Plexns had come to 
Eleanor's rescue and his own. Un- 
wittingly he had suggested a way. 

"Why, how could I have been so 
forgetful!" she exclaimed, her eyes 
gleaming with a strange light. "Cer- 
tainly, but you shall have something 
better than water — some of Freder- 
ick' s delicious punch." 

* * Afterward, ' ' interrupted her 
lover lifelessly, "not now. Yet, 
stay; if you could get me some ccife 

"Good!" chuckled Von Stein, 
rubbing his hands in glee. "I, too. 
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would welcome the coflfee. 'Tis bet- 
ter than wine. Bacchus will come in 
more appropriately later." He meant 
to say after he had won. 

But the words were lost on Eleanor, 
who was far out of his hearing by 
this time. 

Instead of going in quest of the 
punch, which was standing already 
mixed on the cabaret in the dining- 
room, she promptly sent a servant 
with the order for the c(^fe noir^ and 
passed rapidly down the main hall. 
Then veering to the left she went up 
a narrow corridor, which in turn led 
down a short flight of steps. 

Here she stumbled, for she carried 
no light; but, recovering herself, she 
made a few more steps forward, and 
found herself in a small, stuffy room. 
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from which a variety of pungent 
medicinal odors issued forth. 

Directly opi)osite her was a closet. 
To this she groped her way with 
some difficulty and opened the door. 
Then, stooping down, she placed her 
trembling hand ui)on a huge chest 
and rattled the key in it. It sprang 
open. 

After fumbling for a few seconds 
among the bottles, she quickly re- 
moved a long, slender vial, and shut 
the box. Within one minute she 
had picked her way back again along 
the dark passageway, had passed out 
into the great hall, and was standing 
in the dining-room awaiting the ar- 
rival of the coflfee. 

...... 

"Here you are, gentlemen," said 
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Eleanor, entering the library with a 
silver tray, which she deposited on a 
near-by table. "Is not the odor fra- 
grant i You have not yet finished ? ' ' 
she asked abraptly. 

" Not quite," answered the Count, 
and, taking up the cup Eleanor had 
placed by his side, he held it poised 
in air. Then he gazed sidewise at it. 

"Ah, thanks very much," he re- 
marked; "but at present it is too 
hot. Besides, I think we can now ad- 
minister the coup de grace without 
the aid of stimulant; " and he put the 
cup down without even sipping it. 

Eleanor's heart seemed to drop 
through her. The Count would not 
drink. Her strategy had failed ! 

"Baron," she said, almost beside 
herself. " See, I have brought your 
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coffee. Will you not drink ? " But 
Plexus, who was now completely 
hors de combat^ heeded her not. His 
eyes were riveted on the black and 
red squares. He was like the drown- 
ing man, vainly searching for the 
traditional straw. 

But the girl determined to rouse 
him, so, leaning over him again, she 
repeated with a certain tenderness 
this time, **Your coffee. Earl, your 
coffee." He started up excitedly. 
Her voice sounded so sweet to him. 
Ah I if he could have only guessed 
at that moment how her whole heart 
and soul went with him, the knowl- 
edge would have proved a better 
incentive than the coffee. **0h, 
yes I" he cried. "Pardon, pray, I 
did not hear or see you — ^I was lost 
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in the game," and therewith snatched 
up the cup which his adversary had 
just put down, and took a gulp. 

Then there came a suppressed 
scream from Eleanor, who made a 
lunge forward to stay the Baron's 
hand. ' ' My God I ' ' she exclaimed, in 
a terror-stricken voice, *' don't drink 
another drop I There is some horrible 
mistake — the coflfee is drugged I " 

'^ What do you mean ? " demanded 
Von Stein, jumping up from the 
table with scarlet face. 

But Eleanor could only repeat the 
gruesome words: "The coffee is 
drugged." 

Meantime, poor Plexus had turned 
deathly pale, partly from the effects 
of the coffee, and partly from the 
grim significance of his love's words. 
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He made one or two desperate efforts, 
however, to collect Ms disordered 
thoughts; his right hand wandered 
mechanically to a chessman, but he 
failed to grasp it. 

He swerved from one side to the 
other; his mouth twitched; his eyes, 
which had taken on a cold, glassy 
expression, blinked unnaturally. 
Then gasping, apparently for want 
of breath, he fell back in his chair 
like one dead ! 

Eleanor threw herself at his feet 
in a frenzy. 

Von Stein, running up to the girl 
and pushing her roughly aside, rip- 
I)ed open his late rival's shirt and 
placed his hand over the man's heart. 

'^Well, I believe the coffee has 
gone home," he said, placidly, turn- 
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ing to the kneeling woman with a 
sardonic grin. ''I believe you have 
killed him." 

"Oh, my God, don't say so!" 
moaned the girl, as the horrible 
words of the Count struck her ear. 

"Is this not your work, then?" he 
asked, cynically, still bending over 
the dying man. 

Eleanor was about to faint when, 
by a supreme effort, she gained her 
feet and staggered over to the serv- 
ant' s bell, which she pulled feebly. 
Near by was a window, which, while 
strength lasted, she took the oppor- 
tunity to throw open, thereby flood- 
ing the room with cool, fresh air. 
Within an instant she was back at 
her lover^s side. 

The servant appeared. 
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"Despatch at once for a doctor," 
cried Eleanor; "the gentleman is 
taken iUl" 

Von Stein, usually stiff enough in 
an emergency, did all he could to 
assist his stricken rival. He went 
out of the room and brought back 
water, some of which he sprinkled 
on the Baron's white face, and some 
of which he forced through his blood- 
less lips. 

Eleanor followed his every move- 
ment with anxious eyes. " Tell me, 
oh, tell me," she gasped, " does he 
Uve?" 

The man she had tried to drug de- 
liberated a moment. Then he an- 
swered slowly, in an emotionless 
voice, " The breathing is just percep- 
tible— uotZa totU ! " 
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" Oh, thank Heaven 1 " 

Yon Stein looked up and scanned 
the girl cnrionsly. "You do not 
wish him to die? " 

Eleanor was aghast. What a 
strange question 1 She covered her 
blanched face (down which tears 
were now streaming fast) with her 
hands. "Oh, God forbid that he 
should diel If he does — ^if he 
does!—" 

The Count kindly finished her 
sentence for her. " You will be his 
murderess, I believe." Then, as 
Eleanor hung her head like one in 
prayer, he went on quietly: "I 
think I understand. Yet you don't 
seem to have minded the idea of 
being my murderess. That coffee 
was not too bad for me — eh ? For- 
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tnnately, I didn't partake of it. 
Unfortunately for your lover, he did. 
Strange the possibility of his tak^ 
ing my dragged beverage, instead 
of his own innocent one, never 
struck you ! You never counted on 
his turning to the wrong side of the 
table, eh?" 

" Oh, stop — stop ! " cried the poor 
girl in greatest distress. ^'I admit 
all you say. I am wholly to blame. 
Why continue to torment me ? Am 
I not suffering enough ?" 

"Then you did intend to poison 
me?" broke in the ex-suitor with a 
sneer. 

"I did not. I drugged the coffee, 
but I must have misjudged the 
strength. Do you suppose I ex- 
pected it to have this effect?" 
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"I don't know, but yon risked the 
chance, eh?" 

'^ I tell you I meant you no harm! " 
cried the girl. ' ' Is that not enough ? 
Oh, I beg you to leave me alone ! " — 
wringing her hands in anguish; ''I 
pray have some respect for the dead 
— or dying. Now is no time for 
such talk." 

^'He is not dying. Our friend is 
slowly recovering," answered her 
tormentor. "Nothing further can 
be done until the doctor comes. Tell 
me one thing," he went on in a 
changed tone; *'why was it you did 
not want me to win? Do you not 
like me?" 

Eleanor was stiU bending over her 
stricken lover, her fair head (hair all 
disheveled) partly resting on his lap. 
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The muffled answer came after a 
paroxysm of sobs: "I donH know." 
Von Stein, whose self -love was 
wounded, for he had really cared for 
the girl, mocked her. 

*'You don't knowl" scornfully, 
showing his white teeth. **But you 
do know something about opiates, 
eh!" 

"Hushl hush!" 

But the merciless Von Stein would 
not. 

"You also know that you love 
Baron Karl Plexus, whom I have 
just beaten fairly in a game of chess. 
But you made your discovery pretty 
late in the day — eh ? Well, I thank 
Providence that I escaped. I thank 
Providence that I have been sayed 
the horror of marrying a modem 
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Borgia — ^f or, after winning the game, 
I should, of course, have offered my 
hand to you. You and none other 
were the lady in the story. As I 
said, I thank Providence for my sal- 
vation, and in so thanking I must 
thank you too," and he bowed in his 
usual stereotyx)ed fashion. At this, 
Eleanor lifted her head. The appal- 
ling conceit of the man's sentence 
sent the angry blood surging to her 
face. 

"Be not deceived. Count von 
Stein," she said. "If you had done 
as you say I should have had the 
sense at the last moment to refuse 
you. You evidently think you have 
but to propose to a girl to be ac- 
cepted, but you take too much for 
granted. I tell you I should have 
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refused you — ^mark that! But as I 
have said, this is no time for such 
idle talk. See, Karl moves — ^let us 

carry him to the sofa." 

. . • . • 

In something less than half an 
hour the doctor had arrived. After 
making a careful examination of his 
patient, he reported him to be suffer- 
ing from an overdose of an uncom- 
mon but powerful opiate, little 
known to those save physicians. He 
assured Eleanor, however, that, ow- 
ing to a naturally strong constitu- 
tion, her lover would no doubt re- 
cover; but the terrified girl pressed 
him hard for a more definite word, 
which the doctor supplied by saying: 
"Well, well, he is out of immediate 
danger, but be careful of a relapse 



Zfyxt Duel 115 

after the effects of the antidote have 
gone off. He must, of course, be 
watched." Eleanor, who had been 
verging on despair before the arrival 
of Dr. Herz, got what consolation 
she could out of his words. 

He admonished Eleanor against 
removing Plexus for the present. 
''Leave him where he is until morn- 
ing," he said, "and keep the win- 
dows open, so that there will be a 
play of fresh air on him throughout 
the night. I will call in the morn- 
ing." Then sitting down, he wrote 
out a prescription that would have 
to be sent for. 

He was a wary little man (a typ- 
ical German doctor), and half -sus- 
pected foul play as he glanced now 
and again at the hard-breathing 
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Plexus; but he was too politic to 
even hint at such a possibility. Un- 
less his patient's seizure terminated 
fatally, he would remain silent; but 
the next time he had an interview 
with the Countess Marsanac he would 
warn that lady against leaving her 
well - stocked medicine - chest un- 
locked, and would suggest keeping 
a closer watch on it for the future. 
It might turn out a disagreeable 
business, he thought. There was a 
look on Eleanor's face he had never 
seen before — ^a guilty look; yes, he 
must speak to her aunt on the mor- 
row. But really he wished he had 
not allowed himself to surmise in 
the matter at all. 

Puring the action of this scena^ 



^ 



Zfyxt Dnel 117 

the end of wMcli had come so near 
developing into a tragedy, the 
Countess had been very quiet. She 
had satisfied her wounded dignity 
by remaining, as she had threatened, 
in her room all the evening; tho 
once there, she had found it neces- 
sary, in order to satisfy her woman's 
curiosity as to which way the chessic 
wind was blowing downstairs, to 
occasionally ring for her maid, and 
despatch her in haste to the library 
for information. 

She was delighted when Eleanor 
sent back the first and second 
messages to the effect that her favor- 
ite, the Baron, was steadily gaining; 
but when, at last, word came that 
Von Stein had turned the tables on 
hift adversary, and was fast winning, 
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she got into a rage — sent her maid 
about her business for the night, and 
slammed the door. 

Not long after, she was sleeping a 
troubled sleep, in which she dreamed 
that the Ch&teau was a huge chess- 
board, and Eleanor, the Count, and 
the Baron, a grotesque species of 
chess-pieces. The denotLement of the 
chess battle was still unknown to 
her until long past midnight; when 
the doctor having come and gone, 
Yon Stein having bade his last fare- 
well and left the Ch&teau — ^never to 
set foot in it again — ^and poor Plexus 
lying motionless in the library, 
Eleanor scudded to her chamber, and 
after an unanswered knock burst in 
upon the old lady's slumbers and 
unfolded to her unbelieving ears 
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the grim story of the night just 
past 1 

Dear reader, are yon so very 
cnrions to learn more ? If so, let me 
refer yon to one Gnstav Schmidt, 
head-gardener to the Marsanac Cha- 
teau, who was ear- witness to a very 
interesting dialog which occurred 
between Eleanor and Baron Plexus 
(in the already described rose-garden 
beneath Eleanor's window) a few 
days after the eventful night. 

Ask him for a recital, in his own 
picturesque dialect, of what tranpired 
between the reunited lovers on that 
memorable occasion. Believe me, 
you will be better satisfied than if 
I, who only write from hearsay, 
enlighten you. Or better perhaps 
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(for it will save you the journey) 
form your own individual conception 
of this charming scene, which went to 
prove how once Caissa lent a helping 
hand to Cupid, thus enabling that 
complex little elf to gloriously win 
the day 1 



Thx Ein>. 




CHESS HARMONIES 

BY 

WALTER PULITZER 



Mr. Pulitzer ranks among the great oomposers of the 
world."— Literary Digest . 

This Tolume is both remarkable and delightfuL— Zon- 
don Times. 

A remarkable collection of problems from America.— 
La StrategU. 

Contains about 100 problems contributed to English 
and American journals. . . . Both ideas and stiiKing 
keys are ttie chief characteristics.— £r<ti«fc Chese Mo/gch 
Mine, 

Mr. Pulitcer is a composer to the manner bom. EUs ab- 
sorption in his work and the standard it attains set forth 
f or iiim a strong claim to the name of genius.— Jamaica 
CNeaner. 

This brilliant New Yorker, at once a poet, musician, 
and critic, appears, after three years^ study of the 
game, to challenge our chess adnuration. He is gifted 
and versatile, and has been successful in all he has 
essayed, and in this little book we have, as Dr. Gold ex- 
presses it, a volume that "embraces the finest one- 
author collection of two-movers extant."— IfinneapoZit 
Jcurnal. 

What shall we say of Mb. Waijteb Pulitzer f He gets 
a world-wide reputation as a chess harmonist, then he 
expresses his harmonies musically; then he combines 
hf^mony and rhythm and reveals his poetical genius. 
Surely tnis were enough for one man I He now adds a 
dramatic sketch C* Her PtotHem^'''' Dec, Am, Chess Mo/g.) 
to his other works, and we must hereiuPter know him as 
**Waltbb Puijtzer, chess harmonist, musical com- 
poser, poet, dramatist," and we are quite sure that ei 
estera will be added in a short time,^TA« LiUrairy 
Digmt^ JaauMT, 1806. 
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